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One 


| knew shit was getting bad. | knew it, even in the middle of destroying my apartment. This apartment was all 
black, the walls, the refrigerator, all of it black and sleek and modern, but it was really just cheap shit painted 
black and maybe it was depressing me. | tore all the stupid gold records off the walls, the mirrors off the 
walls, and smashed them all, not caring about all the years of bad luck it would bring down on my head. Hadn't 
my whole life been bad luck? Except for maybe these last years of it, becoming this rock and roll thing, this 
icon that people thought they knew. Fame, man. It was weird. | don't think it was good, especially for someone 
like me who didn't remotely have their shit together. | was a mess, and fame wasn't helping. 


| stayed up all night and then when it was dawn | brushed off the shards of glass and broken shit from my 
bed and went to sleep for a few hours, trying to forget these things, the mess, the fights with Erin, the 
fights with the management at the record company, the fights with MTV, the fans grabbing at me in the 
streets, the microphones thrust in front of my face wherever | went. | wanted to forget about everything for 


a little while. It was hard. It was almost impossible. 


"Jesus, Axl, what did you do?" | heard the voice in my living room and | knew who it was. Slash. | groaned, not 
wanting to get up, not wanting Slash to criticize the disaster | had made of my apartment. What he didn't 
understand, what no one understood, was that | couldn't help it. Something just got ahold of me. 


"Axl?" | could hear him stepping over the debris, heading toward the bedroom. | put the pillow over my head, 
trying to block out the sounds of his footsteps. It didn’t help. | could feel them in my chest, each step getting 


closer. 
"Axl, Jesus, it's like three in the afternoon and you're sleeping? Were you robbed or did you do this?" 


| sat up, blinking up at Slash. He had on his black leather jacket and jeans and heavy black motorcycle boots. his 
hair obscured his face like it usually did. 


"| did it, okay? | couldn't take shit, it was all getting to me..” 


"So you trash your own place? | don't get you, man," he said, shaking his head and leaving my bedroom. A 
moment later | heard the door that lead to the hall slam. Could | blame him? | didn't really blame anybody. All 
this fucked up rage was my thing to deal with, and what was it to Slash if | trashed my place? | had the 
money to replace every stupid thing in here. | shook my head and lay back down, drifting off into a broken and 


uncomfortable sleep. 


The anger just built up and up inside of me and it was like steam in some broken tea pot, it came out through 
all the cracks. Erin was crying, her hands up in front of her face and | knew it was my fault, this fight, but | 
kept yelling and throwing things and breaking things and she looked at me with those clear blue eyes, and they 
became this amazing light green through her tears, and | knew the lyrics of my song for her said | never 
wanted to see her in pain, but | couldn't stop. Somewhere near the beginning of this argument | had thought | 
was right. Now | could barely remember that we were fighting about, | just remembered that | was right. 


This show was not going well. Duff and Slash were wasted, and so was Steven, and probably Izzy, too. Was | the 
only one who could keep it together and not get shit faced before a fucking gig anymore? It appeared that way. 
| heard all the missed notes and the missed beats, and | wanted to scream at all four of them for fucking 
things up. We had success with "Appetite" and the singles doing well on the charts, but we were far from an 
established band. We were still new and had to prove ourselves, and these idiots can't snort enough shit up 


their nose or shoot enough shit into their veins before a fucking show. 


| was losing it, | could feel it, and then some fuckhead from the audience throws a bottle up on the stage and | 


see it, | saw who fucking did it. So | stopped dead in the middle of the song and pointed at the little fucker. 
"Hey, youl" | said, pointing the microphone straight at him. 


"Yeah, you! You think you can just throw shit on the stage like that?" | said, and | slammed the microphone 


down before | jumped off the stage and into the audience. | wanted to punch that kid who threw that bottle, 
punch him right in the head. 


